a letter lying on the table. 'A dear friend has died. You
must excuse us, please, if we seem a little distrait.5

'Naturally, I am very sorry/

They were obviously itching to be rid of me. I passed
on. Then other things drove them from my mind. I
was being followed.

The post office was situated in the grocer's shop at
the bottom of the village. As I walked down the hill, I
became conscious of a man sauntering along a few paces
behind me. I stopped outside the first cafe and looked
back. He had also stopped. It was the detective who had
arrested me the day before. He nodded genially to me.

I sat down at one of the tables and he came over
and sat two tables away. I beckoned to him. He moved
up. His manner was friendly.

'Good morning,' I said. CI suppose you have been told
to follow me?5

He nodded. 'Unfortunately, yes. I find it very
fatiguing.5 He glanced down at his Sunday blacks. This
suit is very hot.5

Then why do you wear it?5

His long, cunning, peasant's face became suddenly
solemn.

'I am in mourning for my mother. It is only four
months since she died. She had a stone.5

The waiter approached.

'What will you have to drink?5

He thought for a moment, then asked for a limonade
gazeuse. I told the waiter to get it, and stood up.

'Now then,' I said, CI am going to the post office down
the street to telephone Monsieur Beghin. I shall be out
of your sight for less than five minutes. You sit here and
have your drink. I will join you on my return.5